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THE LOST KISS.

I put by the half-writtien poem,
While the pen, jdly trailed in my hand,
Writes on: “Had T words to compiete it,
Who'd read it, or who'd understand ™
But the little bare feet oo the stairway,
And the fuint, smothered laugh in she hall,
And tho cerie-low lisp on the silence,
Cry up tw mo over it all

S0 1 gather It sp—where was hroken

The tear-fited thread of my theme,

“Telling how, us one night I sat writing,
A fafry broke in on my dream,

A little Inguisitive fuiry—
My own Hitle girl, with the gnld

=01 the sun in her bolr, nnd the dewy
Biue eyes of the fsiries of old

Twas the desr Uttle girl that T scoldod—
“For was it 8 moment Hke this*
Taaid, “when she knew T wus husy,
To eome rompdng in for a kiss?
Comie rowdying up from hor mother
And clvmoring there at my k
For One "litde kiss for my «
Aud one "ittle uzgor for wmer ™

Gnd pity the hears thut repelad her
And the enld Labd that turaed her nwayl
AT

Asid the o

Tput by the halfowritten poem,
While the pen, 1diy tratled in my hand,
: “Had I words lote it

And the Gorie-le
Uy up to me ritall
=S Widleomb Riley, is N. YT Trilane.
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“JIMPY.”

‘The Touching Story of a Lova That
Was Never Realizod.

for This Paper.]
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ame that 1 am not mevely an old maid,
but & very old maid. YetI have, in
the days of Tong age, hal lovers—at
least twa, if no more.

I was only a girl of nineteen when 1
left miv futher's home to becoma a
tescher in acountry district-school. |
wias not very elover. but I kuew
enourh to teach country and
ecitls of a generation when young-
sters dil not think they knew more
than their parents; nor was I remack-
ably pretty or benutiful, thongh I had
my share of good looks, awl at any
rate felt no uneasiness on that score.

O wy first morning at the primitive
1oz school-house I found myself sur-
vounded by some thirty or more boys
sl mirls, of n variety such ns one
wirht expeet to find In a conntry dis-
triet, some forty yours aso. They wore
-of all ages, from seven lo seventeon,
and were none of them particalarly
apt or bright scholars — xeept ona,

In n corner near the door, and  far-
thest from my desk, =at an old-looking
Ll of perhaps cizhteen years. He was
tive last whom 1 ealled up to give his
name amd other information, so that 1
mizht classify him propecly.  As he
witkel up to the desk T noticed that
Lo was rather lnme, o=ing oo slight
deforaity Ia one foot. o hiad a bright
eve and, althonglh dressed  clumsily,
was a pleasant onongh lad te look
apon, but he was very bashiful,

“Will yom tell me your
plesse?’ " 1 askal

The Ind glauceed at me shyly and
q]l‘--]lp{_‘ll liis ey, Almost in a whis-
per he said: “Dean, mn’wn™

“Yes."" Lsaild, “*but your foll name”

Dofore he could veply some preco-
«eivus youngster in petticoats volon-
ol s Jim, marm; Jim Doan!™

I silemead the smart speaker sl
arain turned to. my cldest scholar
=Give me yonr Christian name, please,
g0 I ean enter it proporly on the veg-
dster.”

boys

name,

CTELL ME YOUR NAME, 1'LtEs-2"

“Janwes Pivker Doan,”

1 thouzht 1 eould dispense with the |
Parker, so 1 abbreviated the second
nameto IV A< T wrote Lrepeated the
nante “James P Dean ™

Then I beard more thay oae poic of
merty lips whisper:  *Jim. P Doan!
Jitn P, and don’t forect the P

Ever afier that the lad was, as if by
‘common consent, known as *Jm P,
which, by constant u-e, heeame con-
tracted to one wond, “Jimpy;? and
Lefore a zreat while I Jouml mysolt
speaking of Doan, and even addressing
dtim by this curious nick-name.

1 tanght school at Snake Corners
Trom late fall until early snmmer, and
then I went home for a rest. By that
time 1 had learned a good deal of
Jimpr. i

His father was the village Llack-
swith and wagon-builder, who made a
fair living, and appreciating the lack
of cdueation in himself, desired his
boy to lemrn as mueh as he eonld
Jimpy proved a very attentive scholar,
and, sithough he was not posscssed of
cxtraordivary intelligonce, he applied
himself so diligently to his studies that
I began to fear he wonld scon reach a
point where he would have to procurs
a teacher of greater erudition than
mysell Now, alihough Jimpy was
o wyiously disabled Ly his lawe
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foot, for many months 1 tmrbored an {interferencs in my behalf on the Fri- | being steardily rowed by strong srms. TALMAGE’S SERMON. The fact fs thet about all the | whatona smaller scale may be seen bnt
idea that he was, like most eripples of | day previous. At last Le arose to take { And then I heand a voics that sounded brain and the busimoss genins is on the | many places, that without moral charac-

all degress, sickly.

I discovered my mistake in this
wise:

I bad been annoyed mors than onee
by a young man namel Harding.
Physleally he was a splendid specimen
of humanity, Morally and intellectu-
ally he was tho antipodes of his phys-
ieal perfection.

Not yet twenty-five, he owned the
finest farm in the county, Jdrove a span
of thoroughbrids, and aped the city
boys in his dress. But he drank,
smoked and chewed tobacco to exeess;
and, while be could talk of very little
but himself and his horses, he spiced
that talk with the coarsest of eonarse
lnnguage.

As Ihave sail, more than once this
not very atiraciive youth had foreed
his company upon me, and, although,
when I was merely calledl upon to
passively endnre his society, I had
tried not to offend him. Every time he
asked me to drive with him or accom-
pany him to the village dances, I had
decidedly refused.

One day he came doswn to the echool-
house. It was four o'elock on a lovely
spring day, and I was just about to
dismiss the seholnrs. From my desk I

{ could see Lim throngh the window as

hi hitched his team, aml Irvightly
guessed that I was the oljeet of his
vizit. I began to snmmon the neees-
gary conraze to mect him when I
should leave the seliool, Lut I searcely

| antieipated his next move.

The door opened, amd Mr, Harling,
worgeons in a licht suit of *store-
clothes,” sot off by a flaming red neck-
tie, marched to my dosk,

He did not so muoen a8 remove his
hat, but, with a peculiar wave of the
had, saiil in a lond yaise;

“How do, Mizz Laonard!  Nice day,
this, an'tit? Guess you won't sav
0o’ to a ride behind my animals, eh?
Most of the girls are only too anxious to
it in my luzay and I suppose you're
no ddifferent to the rest of 'em?”’

Then, turning to the boys and girls
who, with one or two exceptions,
watchel andd more or less admired
hing with wile-open eyves and mounths,
be jerked one thumb towand the door
amd shouted: **You kids, git now! Ii's
time to go home, anyway.”

I wus  astenished, but  retained
enonzh of my senses to countermand
thi= unauthorized oprders

“*The seholars will keep thelr places
until school is properly dismissed.”
I said; and, aside to My, Hariling: ©If
you wish tospeak o me, kindly take
a seat for a few moments. When the

scholars are  gone I shall be at
liberty,"”
With an  cath, uttered under bis

braath, the fellow satdown, and Ipro-
cecded to dismiss the school

When I thought all were gone Itook
my hat and wraps and commenced to
wove toward tha door

“Well” eame in a rode and solky
voice from Iamling, *are you going
with me, or ain’t you?"'

“Mr. Harding,” I rveplied with as
steady avoice as [ eonld command, *«lo
vou think for a moment a luly could
aecepl such an invitation as you have
accorded me? No, sirn  Gool after-
LISETL LN

Ve were then at the school hounse
door. and as I steppeid forwand to pass
ont IHirding planted himself just ont-
side the doorway, aml king my arm
with a strong grip shook me roughly.
By this time he was in a terrille pas-
sion, and it was in disjointed sen-
teness that he shonted:

(i, I'm not gentleman enongzh for
you—yoi, with your mgh city style
and notions; you would rather not see
mwe-—don’t want to speak to me—Dbut
you shall see wme—you shall speak to
me--von shail =" Bt as he bont for-
ward, evilently intending, by sheer
forey, 1o Kizs me, 1 fist came botween
my face and his, and half stunned by a
telling blow betweoen the eves Richard
Harding lay strelched on tha sround.

Turaing quickly I beheld—Jimpy!
Aud althongh during all the months I
hail been at school I had looked upon
him asa boy—as a country lad, un-
versel in the ways of the world, anid
a cripple to boot—I saw then in an
instant, what no troe woman eonld
have faile-l in werceiving. that he was
ama s with all the feelings, instinets and
passions of a man., 1 do net think I
orerstep the bomnds of womanly mod-
esty when Isay that Ithen kaew, just
as well a8 if he had deciared it in so
many  words, that Jimpy was not
merely prompted by anordinary sense
of chivalry, which wonld have led him
to interfere in behsll of any woman
persecuted by a brntal man. Ho was
inflnencedl by a double passion; for,
as in one justant Lis eyes gleamed
with a deep, fiery hatved toward Hard-
ing the next they were lighted with a
tendorness which I, with a woman's
instinet, fully comprehendeil to possess

{lonly one meaning for him and we
| Amd in that inszant I felt sorry.

Bat this trmhb eame home to mo in
allit's vividness and reality in a mo-
ment.  The next [heard Jimpy speak-
ing:  “He isnot serionsly hurt, Miss
Leomard. You go home as quickly as
vouean; and, thonzh it is more than he
deserves, I will stay and sce him safe-
Iy in his earringe.™
Wihat passed bLetween those two I
nover knew; only during the two or
thror weeks Ba whicn 1 remained at

Mrke Corncrs I was never again an-

noved Dby =0 much as a word from
Richard Harding.

It was two days after my alventure
at the school-bonse, and = Sunday

evening, when Jimpy came up to the

house where I boarded. I+ was not

a froquent ealler, but on a few oecea-
sions he had come to the house and I

aad played on the piane for his
amusement. Hoe always asked me,
and 1 always complied much ns I
would for any of my scholars. But in

all our acquaintance it seems o me

I never failed to treat him as a borw,

forgetting that Jimpy was very nearly
a8 old as myselfl

and that I had
passed my twentieth birthday. Por-

haps it was our relative position in the
school which blinded me; for I onght
to have known what was really the
fact, that Jimpy was older and more
thoughtinl than most lads of his nge.

An hour or two passed as usual, and

my visitor made no reference to what
must have been uppermost in the

Shoughts of cach of us I mean Lis

his leave.

It was quite early, 8o early that the
light of a sweat and fresh May even-
inz had not guite given way to dark-
nesi It was so fine and pleasant that
I sauntered down f(he long garden
pathway to the gate. Thete Jimpy
stopped, the red glow of an nunsually
fine sunset lighting up his face that,
until the memorabls moment two days
before, had appeared so plain aud
ordinary to my eyes

“Miss Lronank’ he said, *I am half
sorry that I was of some service to yon
the othor evening. Not that, either,”
he stammered, as a Dbiush suf-
fused his faca. *Of coursa I
am glad to have been of ever so litile
use, but I am sorry that the necessity
arose. Yon zee, I am afraid you will
think I wish to take advantage of that.
But it is not s0. You are going away
svon, and perhaps will never come
back to the Corners.  Well, I can not
let you go without telling you that—I
love you. Al, Aliss Leonard, don't,
pleaze don't, be angry. I know I am
ouly a poor, stupid country boy, home-
ly and lame into the bargain. I don't
ask you for any thing in return and
don’t expect it. You will go away and
be admived and loved, perhaps, by
handsome and elever men in the city;
and you will seldom think of the Cor-
ners and your old seholars, Yot I
wonld like yom to remember some-
times that IT—Jimpy (I shall like that
name, boeause it was through yon I
got it), your awkward scholar—love
Feoun )

it all seemed like a strange, quaint
dream; and long minutes passed by,
during which the stars eame out one
by one, ere I awoke to eousciousness
of the fact that Jimpy stood there ex-
peeting me 1o say something.  Even
then 1 could only find afew words,
whieh I felt were poor enough and all
too meager for my earnest boy lover.

“I am sorry, very sorry, that thisis
80,"" I said, nnd, ns 1 noticed the ex-
pression, half  wistful—half disap-
pointed, with which he eyed me, I
added quiekly: “If you were a Prince
—rich, handsome amd elever—it
would make no difference to me, Jim-
pv. I am proud of your acquaint-
ance. You avea good friend of mine,
and I ean never fully repay yon for
your goodness to me.  But that you
should eare forme vther than a friend,
I am sorey.”
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*1 M SORRY, VEZY sonny."

And 1 was sorry, as 1 wa‘ched him
walk slowly and sadly down the road
until the darkness hid him from my
sight.  And long afterwards, in a
large eity school, and at my father's
quiet home, I never thouzht of the
lame foot, of the rongh ecountry
clothes, or of the shy swkwardness of
the boy Jimpy, but always I remem-
bered the wistful look in the manly
faee, as lit up by the glow of the sun-
set, my lover told me of his love.
And I was sorry.

» L L] L] L -

At the end of the school term I left
Snake Corners and never returned.
But two years later I spent my sum-
mor vacation with some frisnds who
rusided in a small town on the shore
of Lake Oatario, within driving dis-
tance of the scenn of my first ef-
forts at teaching.

I was exceedingly fond of rowi
and frequently spent whole days #
on thelnke. Late in the afterno
what had been an intensely-hot dag,
started out in my little skifl' and pulled
lazily along the shore. It was so
pleasant that the time slipped by un-
noticed, and for a long time I was un-
aware of the darkness whicih wasslow-
Iy ereeping over the water. When i
didd notice the evening shadows, they
served to eover a more serions black.
ness which was already filling the
woestern  skiess. If I had seen this 1
should have known that one of those
terrible smmmer stornis, so common in
the Lower Lake Regions, was abont to
break. The fivst intimation I received,

however, was a slight flash of
ligh'ninz, followed by the low

rumbling of thunder. I was, perhaps,
three miles fron the villare, and hall
a mile from the shore—wluch at that
point and st that time was eovered by
dense woods, T had always been ter-
rib y afraid of lightuing, and the sud-
den flush,. added to my knowledge of
the fact that I was alone on deep wa-
ter, made me very nervous. A more
vivild a<h Jit up the darkening skies,
followed by loud thunder, and before
I had time to gather my fast-seatter-
ing senses, a fearful wind-storm Llew

in terrible gusts over the like. My
frail boat spun  round and round
like a boy's top—so swiftly
that the motion made me

quite dizzy. It is a wonder that I was
not upset, but in less than two min-
ntes the wind passed away, and 1
found myself safe in the boat, only—
without anrs! And then the rain came;
not in drops, but in solid sheets, while
the blinding flashes of lighining and
the volleys of thunder mingled so
closely together that it was impossible
to tell which followed the other. I ean
not remember just what my thougrhts
were at that time; I was greatly fright-
oned, and belioved that the time had
come for me to die. But I did not cry
out, and I know I did not pray. I just
sat trenxblingly still.

Onat there, amid that wild, harsh
storm musie, it would have been quite
impossible to hear the splash of oars
or the sounil of voices. I heard and
saw nothing, wuntil I felt my boat give

a alight lurch, and knew that I was

strangely familiar, saying: *“Bebrave,
Miss Leonard. Yon are quite safe,
now, and we shall soon be ashore.™

Was Idreaming? Counlditbe? Ah,
yes; for the lightning flashed that in-
stant, and showed me a face which I
hail not beheld since when, one peace-
ful Sabbati night, I curionsly gazed
upon it, lit up by the glow of a setting
sun,—Jimpy. though how he came
there just then Ishall perhapa never
Enow.

In three minutes we were ashore,
and at least safe from the danger of
drowning. Buat the shelter we conld
scenre from the rain was versy poor,
being only a small deserted log eabin,
the door of which hal been ecarvied
away and whose windows were inno-
cent of glass. Jimpy almost earried
me to thiz welcome refuge which, poor
ns it was, served 1o keep off the rain.
Jimpy piled up some large stones, and
we sat down side by sile.  Strange as
it may seem, although we hal not
met for two years, we talked very lit-
tle, and after the stons were placed
forour seat, we were qrjte silent. In-
deed, the storm was so Jond and ferce
that talking was very difficale.  And
vet as I sat there,sonked with the rain
and torrified by the lightning, I wase
stranzely content, and I knew then
and forever that Jimpy was more to
me than an old frend.

Presently the rain subsided some-
what. and the thander peals became
less frequent. It was in one of the short
intervals of comparative silencs that 1
said: “You rememmber when we wers
together last?  *“Yes," he replisd,
andl adided, *“bot why speak of that?"
«Jimpy,” I anawerwd, I have felt
sorry evaer since, and withont seeing
vou I have learned to eare for vou
If you still feel as youn did that Sun-
day evening, take me, il you will
have me. We will love esch
other and”—  Bat the thamler
rolled and roaved and eut off the end
of my sentence. When it cessed,
Jimpy bLegan again: “Yon must not
talk so, Miss Leonard. I have scen
ever sinee that Idid wrong to tell you
of my love. And yet, thongh Iam so
unworthy of you, I do love you still
I ean not accept any sacrifice from
you; but oh, Miss Leonard—oh, Graee,
my darling, if vou will give me one
kiss while we are here alone together,
I will go away content.

I turned my face upward towand
his, and Jimpy bent forwanrd to kiss
me. DBut before our lips could meet,
an awful shaft of lightaing struck the
hut we were in—struck Jimpy, and
the man who had saved my pride from
insult and my life from sudden death
—the man whom I loved too late, lay
dead befors me. I knew no more un-
til senrching friemds found m> quite

senseless, with my head resting on my 1

lover's arm.  But Jimpy was quite

dead. W. H. 8§ ArgiNsox
THE YOUNG HUSBAND.

When the Matrimonisl Collar Begine to
Giall 1in Neok.

A mischievons young married wom-
an, very fond of society and uncom-
monly wise in her day and generation,
imparted to me the other ovening a
picee of information which I shall
forthwith communieate. I would not
tell it to every body, mark you, for it
is dangerous knowledge, and should
by no menns be intrusted to indiscroet
or evil-minded persons. Thore is a
time, she sail, shorily after a man is
married (about six months in most
cases), when he is commonly seized
with something very like a fit of re-
pentance. The collar begins to gall
his neck; he longs for freedom; lively
recollections of his eareless bachelor
days throng upon his mind; he envies
the as yet unmarried man, wonders
why he himself was in sucha hurry to
sacrifice his independoncd; in short, as
I gather that my informant mennt
to imply, he is in' a fit mood for flirta-
tion with some other man's wife,
and wmay be utilized for this
purpose if properly handled. Al
this is wery bwl, and, let ua hope, a
wicked libel on humanity. Neverthee
less, 1 muat admit that I was interest-
od in the revelation, as I always am in
a4 new diagnosis of human nature;
and then, too, the description has, aft-
er all, a pretty natural look. (The
fact is that mankind does not benr in-
vestigation.) However, I don"t intend
to moralize or lo express my own
view on the subject, but only to report
what I was tolll. Themood just indi-
cated, my informant said, in reply to
solue guesiions on my part, is not usu-
ally a permanentone.  (Here we come
upon a more cheering aspect of human
nature.) Men. she eontinuod, get
nsed to marriage as they do to every
thing else, and the collar censes to
wall. 1 really think, she concluded,
that husbands are often more fond of
their wives afier s vear or two than
they were before. In that time they
become domestieated; and the rebel-
lious fit disappears DBut how about
the wives? Are not they =also apt to
repert of their bargain? This is the
question that I chicly wanted to ask,
but womn are so prone totake things
in n personal sens-, that I forbore to
seek information on the point. Per-
haps, however, I ean obtain it from
my readers. —Boston Post.
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Steel Shields for Soldiers.

Experiments have recently been
made in Denmark with steel shields,
invented by Captain Holstein of the
Danish army, and intended 1o give
cover totwo men. When not in use
they are folded np. amd then oecupy
an arca of only two feet square. The
shields eontain foar loopholes, two at
the top and two at the bottom. Ther
are to be used in what is known as
stationary defense. When a breast-
work Lbas Deen demolished by
the enemy's artillery, and
the enemy advances tothe atiack, the
defenders, under ordinary eircum-
stances, are cxposed, unprotected, to
his fire. It is then that thejshields are
to come inlo requisition.  As soon as
the enemy has advaneed to within
five hundred the shiclds are
suddenly mounted, and from this im-

cover itis thought that the
défenders would be able to repel the
attack. Tho trials made in Denmark
are stated to have demomsirated the
utility of the shielda—XN. X. Post

Becond Discourse of the Series to
the Women of Americs.

Advice a1 to the Chotee of a Huband—An
U sen.al Marriage a Living Death
—High, Wordly Marringes Not
Necussarily Hupay.

In the second sermon of his series ad-
Areszed to the women of America, Dev. T.
DeWitt Talmage took for his subject
“Marriage for Worldly Succeas Without
Regard to Moral Character.” His text
wASs:

And there was o man in Maon whose posses-
sions were in Coarmel: ond the man was very
great, and he had threo thousand sheep and a
i 1 goats.—1 8 1, xxv. &

Dr. Talmage said; My text introduces
us to a drunken bloat of large property.
Before the day of safety deposits and
government bonds and national banks
people had their investments in flocks and
herds, and this man, Nabal, of the text,
had much of ki possessions in live stock.
He alsocame of a distingnished family
and had glorious Caleb for an ancestor.
But this descendant was a sneak, a ¢churl,
o sot and a fool. One instance, to fllos=
trate: It was a wool-raising country, and
at the time of shearinz a great {east was
prepared for the shearers; and David nnd
his warriors, who had in other days saved
from destroction the threshing floors
of Nabal, sent to him ask-
ing, in this time of plenty, for
some bread for their starving men. And
Nabal cried out: *Who is David?®" As
though an Englishman had said: “Whe
is Wellington ¥’ or a German shoald say:
“Who is Von Molike?' or nn American
should say: “Who Is Washington®”
Nothing did Nabal give to the starving
nmen, and that night the scoundre! lay
doad drunk at home, and the Bible gives
us a foll-length picture of him sprawling
and mandlin and helpless.

Now that was the man whom Abigail,
the lovely and gracions and good woman,
married—a  tubsrose planted beside a
thistle, a palm branch twined into a
wreath of deadly nightshads. Surely
that was not one of the matches made in
Heaven, We throw up our hands in
horror at that wedding. How did she
ever consent to link her destinies with

such @& creature! Well, she mno
doubt thouglit that it woold be an
honor to be associated with an aris-

tocratic {amily and no one can de-
spise a great name. Beside this, wealth
would come, and with it chains of gold
and mansions lighted by swinging lamps
of aromatic oil, and resounding with the
cheer of banqueters seated at tables laden
with wines from the richest vinevards
and fruits from ripest orcbards, and nuts
thresked from foreign woods, anld meats
smoking in platters of gold wset on by
slaves in bright uniform.. Before she
plighted her troth with this dissipated
man she sometimes said to herselt: “How
can I endure lum? To ba associated for
life with such n debauchee I can not and
will not!” DBat then, agnin, she said to
herself: “Itis tim> I was married, and
thisis a ecold world to depend on, and
porbiaps I might do worse, and may ba I
will make a sober man out of him, and
marringe s a lottery anybow."” And
when one day this representative of a
great hounse presented bimself in a
parenthesis of sobriety, and with au as
sumed geniality and gallantry of man-
nor, and with promises of fidslity and
kindness and self-abnegation, a June
morning smiled on a March squall, aud
the great-souled woman surrendsred her
happiness to the keeping of this infamous
son of fortune whose possessions were in
Carmel; and the man was very groat, and
he had three thousand sheep and one
thousand goats.

Bebold here a domestic tragedy re-
peated every bour of every day all over
Curistendom—marriags for worldly suc-
coss without regard to character. Bo
Marie Jeanne Philpon, tho daughtor of
the humble eneraver of Paris, beeame the
famous Mme. Roland of history, the viva-
cious aud brilliant girl anited with the
ecold, formal, monotonous man because he
came of an affluent family of Ameins and
hadlordly blood in his veins. Theday,when
through political revolution, this patriotic
woman was led to the scaffold aroand
which lay piles of human beads 'that had
fallen from the axe, and she said toan
aged man whom she had comforted: “Go
first that you may not witness my death,”
and then undaunted took her turn to die
—that day was to her only the last act of
s tragedy of which her uncougoninl mar-
ringo day was the first.

Good and genial character in & man is
the wery first requisite for & woman’s
happy marringe. Mistake me not as
depreciative of worldly prosperities
There is a relizious cant that wonld
seem 1o represent poverty a3 a virtue
and wealth as a8 orime. I ean take
you through a thousand mansions whoere
God is as much worshiped a3 he ever was
in a cabin. The Gospel inculcatea the
wvirtues which tend toward wealth, In
the millennium we will all dwell in
palaces, and rids in chariots, and sit at
sumptuous banquets, and sleep under rich
embroideries, and live four bhundred or
tive bundred years; for if, according to
the Bibile, in thosa times a child sball die
one hundred years olid, the average of hu-
man life will be at least five conturies
The whole tendency of sin is toward pov-
erty, and the whole tendency of right-
eousness is toward wealth. Godliness is
profitable for the lifs that now is as well
as for that which is to coms, No inven-
tory enn be madae of the picture galleries
consecraled to God, and of scalptura and
of libraries and pillared magniflcence,
aud of puris, and fountains, and gardens
in ths ownership of good men and women.
The two most lordly residences in which I
wns ever n guest had morning aund
evening prayers, all the employes pres-
ent, and all day long there was an sir of
cheerful piety in the conversation
and bebavior. Lord Radstock earried
the Gospel to the Russian nobility. Lord
Cavan and Lord Cairns spent their vaca-
tion in evangelistic services. Lord Con-
gleton became mixsionary to Bagzdad.
Aud the Christ who was born [n an east-
ern caravansary has agsin and again
lived in a palnca

It is a grand thing to have plenty of
money, and horses that don’t compal you
to taks the dust of every lumbering and
Inzy vwehic’e, and books of history that
give you a glimpss of all the past, and
shelves of postry to which you may go
and ask Milton, or Tennyson, or Epancer,
or Tom Jloore, or Robert Burns to step
down and spsnd an evening with you;
snd other shelves to waich yon may go
while vou feel disgusted witis the shams
of the world and ask Thackeray toex-
pres your chagrin, or Charies Dickens to
expose the Yecksaiffianism, or Thomas
Carlisle to tbunder your indignation, or
the other shelves witere the old Guospel
writers stand ready 1o warn and cheer us
whle they open doors iuto that city which
s 50 bright the noouday sun ia abolished.

There is xo virtas in owninga horse
that takes four winutes to go =& mile
if you can own one that can zo in a l:ttle
over two minutes and a hall; no virtas in
ronning int.the teeth of a northeast
wind with thin apparel if you can afford
furs; no virsie in Leizg wvoor when you
can bonestiy be rich. There are names
of men and women that Ibave ouly to
meation, and they saggest not oaly
wealth, but religion and gaenerosity and
philanthrop s, sach as Amos, Lawrence,
Jamen Lennox, Peter Cooper, William E
Dodge, Shaliesbury, Miss Wolfe and
JMire Astor. A rscent writer ssys that of
fifry Jeading business mem in ons of car
Eastern eiti

side of relizion. Infidelity is incipient
insanity. All infidels are cranks
Alany of them talk brightly, but you
soon find thatin their mental machinery
there is a screw looss. When they are not
lecturing against Christianity they are
sitting in bor rooms squirting tobacco
Jjuice, and when they get mad swear until
the place is sulphuorous. They only talk
to keep their courage up, and at best will
feel like the infidel who begged to be
buried with his Christian wife and dangh-
ter, and when asked why he wanted such
barial, replied: *“If thers be a resurrec-
tion of the good, as some folks say thers
will be, my Christian wife and daughter
will somehow get me up and take me
along with them.”

Men may pretend to despise religion.
but they ars rank hopocrites. The sea
ecaptain was right when he came up to the
viliage on the sea coast and insisted on
paying ten dollars tothe charch, althoagh
hedid not attend Eimself. Whon asked
his reason, he said he had been in the
habit of carrying cargoes of oysters and
clams from that placs, and be found since
that church was built the people were more
honest than they used to be, for before the
church was built he often fdund the load
when he came to count it a thousand odams
short. Yes, godliness s profitable for
both worlds. Most of the great, honest,
permnnent worldly successess are by
those who reverence God and the Bible
But what I do say is that if a man bave
nothing but social position and financial
rasources, a woman who puts her bappi-
ness by marriage in  his hand, re-enacts
the foilly of Abigail when she accepted
disagreenble Xabal, *“whosa possessions
wera in Carmel, and the man was very
great, and he bad three thousand sheep
and] one thousand goats.”

If there be good moral character, nce
compunied by affinent circumstances, 1
congratulate you. If not, let the morn-
ing lark fiy clear of the Rocky Moontain
eagle, The sacrifice of woman on the
altar of social and financial expectation
is cruel and stupendons. I sketch you a
scene you bave more than oncy wit-
nessed:

A comfortable home, with nothing more
than ordinary surroundings, but an at-
tractive daughter carefully and Chris-
tianly  reared. From the  ont-
sids  world comes in a man
with mothing but money—unless you
count profanity, and selfishness, and fond-
ness for champacsne, and general reckless-
ness as a part of his possessions. He has
his coat collar turned np when there is no
chill in the air, but because it gives him
an sir of abandon; and eye-glass, not be-
conse he is near-sighted, but because it
gives a classical mppearance; and with
an attire somewhat lond, a cane thick
enough to be the club of Hercales
and clutehod at the midd!e, his conversa-
tion interlarded with PFrench pbrases in-
accurately pronounced, and a sweep of
manner indicating that he was not born
like most folks, but terrestrially landoed.
By arts learned of the dovil hy insinuates
himself into the affections of the
daaghter of that Christian homa.
All the kindred congratulate her on
the almost supernatural  prospects
Boports come in that the young man is
fast in his babits; that he has broken
savernl young hearts, and that he is
mean and selfish and erwel. But all this
is covered up with the fact that bo has
several houses in his own name, and has
large deposits at the bank, and, more
than all, has a father worth many
bundred thousand dollars and very feelle
in health, and may any day drop off, and
this is the only son, and a round dollar
held close to one’s eye is large onough to
shut out a great desert, and how much
more will several bushels of dollars shut
out?

The marriags day comas and goes, The
wodding ring was costly enoagh, and the
orange blossoms fragrant enough, and
the benesdiction solemn enough, and the
wadding march stirring enough. And the
audience shed tears of sympathetic giad-
nesxs, suppesing that the craft contalning
the two has sailed off on a placid lake,
although God knows that they are
launchad on a dend sen, its waters bLrack-
ish with tears, and ghastly with
facas of despair flonting to the sur-
face and then going down. Thers they
aro, the newly married pair in their now
bome. He turns out to be a tyrant. Her
will is mothing, his will every thing.
Lavish of monsy for his own pleasure, he
bagrudges har the pennies he pinches out
into her trembling palm. Instead of the
kind words she left behind in her former
home, now there are complaints, and
fanlt-findings and sursos. He 13 the mas-
ter and she the slave. The worst villain
on earth is the man who, baving eaptured
a woman from ber father’s bouse, and
after the onth of the marriage altar has
been pronoanced, says, by his manner, if
not in words: “I have wvon now in my
power. What can you do? My arm is
stronger than yours. My voics is louder
than yours, My fortune in greater
than yours. My npams Is mightier
than yours. Now crouch bafore me
liks & dog. Now erawl away from me like
a reptile. You are nothing but a woman,
anyhow, Down, you miserable wretch!”
Can halls of mosaic, can longz lines of
Etruscan bronzs. or statuary by Palmer,
and Powers, and Crawford, snd Chantry,
and Canova; can gallevias rich from the
pencil of Bierstadt, and Church, and Ken-
sat, and Cole, and Cropssy; could violins
p'aved on by an Ole Ball, or pinnos fin-
nered by a Gottschalk, or solos warbled
by a Sontag; could wardrobes liks that of
n Marie Antoinette, conld jewels like
thois of a Eagenie make a wila in such a
companionship happv?

Imprisoned in a castle! Her gold brace-
fats are the chains of s lifelong servitnde,
There is a sword over her every f=ast, not
Jika that of Damoclss staying susnended,
bat dropping through her lacerated heart.
Her wardrobs Is full of shrouds
for deaths which she dies daily.
and she s buried slive, though buricd
under gorgeous upholstery. Thers s ons
waord that sounds undae the arches, and
rolls along the corridors, and weeps in the
falling ins, and aciines {n the shnt-
tinz of every door, and groans in every
nots of strinzad and wind mstrument:
“Woe! Woe!” The ox=n and sheep in
olden time brought to the temple of Jupi-
ter to bo sacriflevd used to bo coversd
with ribbons and flowsrs, ribbons on the
horps and lowars on the neck. Pat the
floral and ribboned decorations did nos
maka tho stab of the batchar’s knifa less
deathfal, and all the chandsliers won
hang over sucha woman, and ail the robsa
with wineh yoa enwrap hor, and all the
the ribbons with which vou adorn ber,
and ali thobawitching eharms with which
you embank hor footsteps, are the ribbons
and flowers of a horrible butchery.

As iftoshow bow wretched a gnod wom-
an may be in splendsd surroandings, we
have two receat illustrations, two dncal
palaces 1o Great Britnin. They ars the
focus of the bost things that mre possible
in art, in litersture, in architecture, the
actumuiation of other eatates until their
wealth i+ bsyond ca'calation and their
grandeur beyond description. One of the
crsties has & cabinet set with gems that
cost $1500,000, and the walls of it bloom
with Rsmbrandts and C'avd+ and Poas-
sins and Goidos and Rapbasis, and thers
are Bouthdown flocks in summer grazing
on its lawns and Arab steeds prancing at
thedoorways on the “first open day at the
kennels.” From the onme castle the
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life, it was no alleviation that

“was very great, and had three thousand
shioep and a thousand goats,” snd he the
worst goat among them. The animal in
his natuore seized the soul ip its mouthand
ran off with it

Before things are right in this world
genteel villains are to be expurgated. In-

without
band on the door knob of a moral house.
The time must come when a masculine
estray will be as repugnant to good society
as s feminine estray, and no coat-ol-arms
or family emblazonry or epaunlet can
pass a Lothario unchallonged among the
sanctities of home life, By whbat law of
God or common senss is an Absalom
better than a Delilan, a Don Juan
better than a Mossalina® The brush
that paints the one black must paint
the other black. But what & spec-
tacle it was when last summer much of
watering-place society went wild with
enthusiasm over an unelean foreign dig-
nitary whose name in both bemispheres
is asvnonym for profligacy, and prin-
cesses of American society from all parts
of the land had him ride in their car-
ringes and sit at their table, though they
know himto bea portable lazeratto, s
charnel house of moral putrefaction, his
breath atypheid, his foot that of a satyr,
and bis touch death. Here is an evil that
men can not stop, but womea may. Keen
all such out of your parlors, have no rec-
oznition for tkem in the street, and no
more think of allying voar life aud dos-
tiny with tbeirs than “gales from
Araby” would econsent to pass the
honeymoon with an Egzyptian plaguoe.
All that money or social position a bad
man brings to a woman in marriage isa
splendid despair, n gilded horror, a bril-
linnt agony, a prolenged death, and the
longar 'tha marital union lasts the more
evident will ba the fact that she might
better never have been born. Yet yon
and I bave been at brilliant weddings
where, before the fonst was over, the
bridegroom®s tongue was thiek and his
sye plassy and his step a stagger, as he
clicked glasses with jolly comrades, all
going with lightning limited sxpress train
to the {atal crash over the embankment of
& ruined life and a lost eternity.

Woman, join not your right hand with
such a right hand. Aecept from sach an
one no jewel for finger or ear, lest thas
sparklo of precious stone turn out to be
the eve of a basilisk; and let nod the ring
com= on the finger of your right hamd,
lest that ring forn out to be one link of &
chain that shall bind you in never ending
captivity. In the name of God and
Heaven and home, in the name of all time
and all eternity, I forbid the banns! Con-
semt not to Join one of the many regi-
ments of women who have married fes
worldly success, without regard to moral
character.

It you are ambitlons, O woman, fo
noble affiancing, why not marry a king?
And to that honor yow are invited by ths
monarch of Heaven and earth. And this
day a voice from the skies sounds forth:
“Aq the bridezroom rejoicoth over the
bride so shall thy Godrejoiceover thes™
Let him put opon thea the ringof h's
roval marriage. Here is an honor worth
reaching after. By repentence and faith
you may come into a marrings with the
Emperor of universal dominion, and youn
mnay be an empress unto God forever, and
reign with him in palaces that the cent-
ories can not crumble or cannonades de-
molish.

High worldly marriage Is not necessary
for women, or marriage of any kind, in
order to your happiness. Celibacy has
heon honored by the best being that ever
lived and his greatest apostle—Christ and
Paul. What higher honor could single life
on earth have! Bat what you neod, O
woman, is to be afMlapcod forever and
forever, and the banns of that marriaze }
am at this moment here and now ready
to puablish. Let the angels of Heaven
bend from their galleries of light to wit-
ness while I promounce you one—a
loving God and a forgiven soul
Oune of the most stirring passages
in history with which I am acquainted
tells us how Cleopatra, the exiled
Queen of Egypt, won the sympathy of
Julius Csar, the conqueror, until he be-
enme the briegroom and she the bride
Driven from her throne, she sailed away
on the Mediterranean sea in a storm, and
when the large ship anchored she put out
with ons womanly friend in a small bost
until she wrrived at Alexandria, where
was Cmsar, the great Genera!. Knowing
that she would not ba permitted to land
or poss the guards on the way to Cesar's
palnce, sha laid upon the hottom of the
huat some shawls and secarfs and riehly
dyeil upholstory, and then lav down
upon them, and bher friend wrapped
her in them, and she wee
admitted ashore in  this  wrap-
ping of goods, which wns announced as &
prosent for Creanr.  [his bandle was per-
mittsd to pass the gnards of the gates of
the palacs, and was put down at the foet
of the Roman Genoral, When tbe bundla
was unrolled there rone befors Cacar one
whose corrace, and ssanty, and brilliancy
are the astonishment of the ages. This
exiled Queen of Egvpt told the story of
boer sorrows, and he promised her that she
shounld get back her throne in Ezypt and
take the throne of wifely dominion in his
own heart. Afterward they made a
triumphal tour in a barge that the niet-
ured of many art galleries have called
“(ieopatra’s Barge,” and that barge was
coverad with siliien awning, and its deck
wus soft with lnxaiiant earpots, and the
oar+ were ailver tippad, and the prow was
goid mounted, and the alr was redolent
with the spicery of tropical gardens and
resonant with the musi¢ that made 1he
night glad ns the day. You mayv rejoie=,
O woman, that youare wot a Cleojatra,
and that the ons to wuom yon mav bo
afMianced had none of the sina of Cmsar,
the conqueror. Bat it sacgests to mo
how you, a soal exiled from happiness and
peace, may find your way to the feot of
the conqueror of the earth and sky.
Thougl it ma> be ndarknight of spiri tual
agitation in which you put out into ths har-
Lor of peica, you nay sail, and wihea all
the wrappinzs of fear and donbt and sin
shall be removed, vou will be found atthe
fuot of Him who will put youona throms
to bs acknowladged as His in the day.
When all the silver trumpets of the sky
shall proclaim: “Behold the bridegroom
cometh,” and in a barge of light vou sal

tiuesea of ginss mingled with fire.

The OUld and the New,
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